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faculty he possessed, that it was death and not life that brought
this change. And as he answered his father's look, everything
he was aware of, his own identity, the identity of the dying
man, the untidy room, the "head" on the pile of books, the
window through which his thoughts had flown so far, the image
of Wizzie, receded, dwindled, melted, fused themselves to-
gether, reduced themselves to a faint remote pressure of some-
thing imponderable and far away!
And in the place of these things thus withdrawn, thus ren-
dered vague and tenuous, a completely new reality, a reality
that was himself and yet not himself, that was his father and
yet "not his father, pressed upon him and surrounded him.
The mysterious "yr Echwyd," of which the man was always
talking, had no need now to be besieged by violence! It was
here, it was around them both, it was them both, and all their
accumulated experience with it. But this experience of theirs,
their piled-up life-sensation, floated far-off on this new reality
which now "undulated," as the poet says, so closely round them
and absorbed them.
Dud tried to speak, but it was as if the air that carries articu-
late sound had suddenly been removed; and though his lips
and his tongue were ready to obey him, not a word came from
his mouth.
But Enoch spoke. "I am" he said with extraordinary natural-
ness and quietness and without any particular emotion, while
an expression, which neither then nor later could his hearer in-
terpret, crossed his face, "what I am. So it's all right. It doesn't
matter."
How the son wished afterwards that the man had been able
to die as easily as those words had been spoken! But it was as if
the terrible vitality that had always smouldered in that heavy
frame couldn't give up its old desperation. His soul had spoken;
but it was with a violent and spasmodic jerk of his prostrate
frame, as if the vital spark, whether it called itself Enoch or
Uryen, were wrenching itself from its bondage, were really
"breaking" with a last desperate Hiraeih of its whole life-
essence into the secret already known to his spirit, that the man
tore himself out of life.
The days that followed his death were days of labour and
trouble for poor Dud. Wizzie would have been amused, if not
annoyed, by the number of times—sometimes to himself and

